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My grief for the death of a fond and partial mother was
ardent and sincere. I however derived a melancholy consola-
tion from feeling that she had left the world unacquainted
with my last folly, and scandalous breach of promise. I
sat myself down, upon my bed without taking off my clothes.
During the night I closed not my eyes, and heard a constant
bustle and running up and down stairs until five in the
morning, when worn out by anxiety and want of rest,
I sunk into a disturbed, unrefreshing slumber for a couple
of hours, when I rose and softly opening my door I looked
out. Every thing being quiet, I descended to the kitchen,
where one of the maids was sitting, who to my utter astonish-
ment informed me that my father and sister had set off in a
post chaise for Twickenham before six o'clock. This I
own was a relief, as it afforded me time to prepare for the
meeting I so much dreaded with my father. She further
told me that upon my father's leaving town my elder
brother retired to his chamber, desiring not to be dis-
turbed until he rang his bell, as he had been several nights
with scarce any sleep. This servant was ignorant whether
my father had made enquiries about me or not.

Upon my brother's coming down, he informed me that they
had embarked on board a commodious vessel that had been
hired for my father on the morning of the 8th of August,
with a strong wind from the Northward. My poor mother,
who always had a great dread of the sea, was extremely
sick, as were the whole family. For two hours she remained
up on deck, when being quite exhausted and faint from
excessive vomiting, she took the Captain's advice by going
down to the cabin to which she was assisted by him and
the cabin boy, neither of the servants being able to move.
In a few minutes the boy returned up on deck, telling my
father the lady had laid down upon the bed, and was better,
appearing to be in a doze. In little more than half an hour
afterwards they entered Calais Pier, where all motion ceasing
every one became instantly well, and Molly Jones, descending
to inform my mother, screamed out that her mistress was
dead. My father and every one else thereupon rushed